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Jlfklis poore foule, I enuy not thy glory. 

To feed my humour wifli tby felfeno harme. 
D/^vG/o.NojWhen.lie ..that is my husband now, 

Came to me, I followed Henries Courfe, 

When the blood was fcarce wafht from his hands. 
Which ilfued from myotherangell husband, 

And that dead faint, , which then I weeping followed, 

O, when I fay, l look-t on Richards face, •; 

This was my wiflv, be thou quoth I accurft, 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdow* 

And when thou wed If, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any be fo bad 
As miferab-Ie by the death of thee, , . > 

As thou haft made me by^my deare Lords death, 

Lo eoenj can repeate this curfe againe, 

Euen infofhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his honey words. 

And prou’-d the fubieft of mine owne foules curfe. 
Which eucr fmee hath kept mine eyes from fleepe. 

For neueryetone houre in his bed, 

Haue I imoyed the golden dew: of fleepe. 

But haue heene waked by his timerous dreames° 

Befides he hates me for any father W arwicke. 

And will fhortly he rid of me* ' 

Alas poore foule,I pity thy complaints, ' 
JDnt.Gio.No more then from my loule I mourne for yot 
„££«.Farew$!!,thon woefull welcomer of glory. ' m r 
JDut.Glo. Adue poore foule thou takelhthy ieau e of it, 
D. Ter. Go thou to Richmond .ic good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard find good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to^fanifuary, good thoughts poffeffe thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me, 
Eyghty old ycares of f orrow haue I feene. 

And each houses ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene* 

■ 

"The trumpets found. "Enter Richard Crowned, Bucking* 
ham-fCateshj , with other Nobles. 

King* Stand all apart* Goulin of Buckingham, 
Giue me thy hand. Here he ajeends bis Throne, 

Thus 
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£ t (hall we weare tbefe honours foe a day ? 

^lUhey laft and we reioyce in them - 
Still hue they, and foreuer may they laft. 

B Ki O Buckingham now 1 doe play the touch, 

\ Buc • True noble Prince* , . 

Kin?. O bitter confequence, , , 

That Sill fl*»ld Hue true noblePnnc«,' 

Toufin thou wert not wont tobe lo dun. 

Shall I be plaine I wifh the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddainly performd, • - ; 

What faieft thou ? fpcate fuddenly , bebnefe. 

Say, haue 1 thy confent that they ftiall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein * 

Ivvillrefolue your grace imediatly, . T 

Cat. The King is angry fee he biteshis Up*- ; 

King . I will conuerfe with iron witty tooles, . 

And vnrefpeaiue Boyes, none are for me 
That looke into me with conhderate eyes i _ A 

•Boy. High reaching ’Buckingham growes circumfpe&« , 

Know ft thoundt any whom corrupting Gold . 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord., I know a difcontented Gentleman, , 
Whole humble meanes maicht not his haughty mind. 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, _ 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord , is TerrsU ■ 
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